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Beast Inside 
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Ah there he is. My secret love, James. | love watching him play on stage, golden hair flying, bulging muscles 
shimmering in sweat. If only | had the strength to tell him | love him. | always have. When he smiles at me, | 
swear my heart skips a beat. 


This show is rocking. Everyone in the audience is headbanging and thrashing. The lights are various shades of 
the rainbow. My adrenaline is pumping just like the beat of my drums. 


The whole crowd is screaming, yet it's a bad scream. | look forward and there | see my love. He is lying on the 
stage, on his side. Shit. My feet can't get me there fast enough as | leap over my drum set and run. | am 


screaming his name "James!". | place my fingers on his neck, thank god there's a fucking pulse. 


| know I'm the small Danish princess of the band but | muscle up the strength to pick James up in my arms 


and run behind the stage. We have a red leather couch back there where | lay my love down gently. 


Now I'm angry, | don't know why either. | storm down the hall, screaming for parametics. One lone parametic 
comes running up the hall, and | lock my anger in on him! grab him by the collar, drag him down the hall and 
throw him at the direction of the couch. Why is he just staring!? He should be fixing my James, making him 
better again. 


| grab him and throw him against the wall as hard as | can. Jason and Kirk come in and simultaneously scream 
"What the fuck Lars?!". | ignore them and yell in the paramedics face "You fucking idiot! Don't stare, fix him! 
Bring him back to me you bastard! He is all | have in this world!" 


| hear from behind these faint words "Lars, I'm awakePlease let the man go. He is only trying to help." 

As | turn, | see my love sitting up, alert and conscious. 

His face is flush but | love the added blush on his cheeks. | run over and grab him, my bare chest against the 
wall of muscle. My heart feels like it's going to burst. | know I'm crying out of relief. 


"Thank fuck your OK Jamie! | don't know what happened but my instincts kicked in and | carried you back here. 
This dumb fuck paramedic just stood there and stared at you! guess | got carri.". He placed a hand on my 
babaling mouth. 

"Thank you for saving my life Lars. | owe you one dude." He hugged me hard and | got lost staring into those 
icy blue topaz eyes, then it hit me. Did he hear what | told the paramedic? | know Jason and kirk did, but they 


must have ignored me because they are tending to James right now. 


Kirk breaks my thought, "Hey james, you need some water?" "Yeah man | could use that and a wet towel for 


my face. Thank you a bunch man!" he answered back tired but thankful. 


Jason chimed in "Hey kirk wait up, I'll come help you!" and they run off hastily. There is silence for a few 
minutes. Then | hear a tired but stern voice say "So did ya mean it?" | turn to james, all the color drained 


from my face and | reply "excuse me?" for its all | can get out. 


"Did you mean what you said to the paramedic?" he asked stern again. His face was hard to read. Was he 
angry? Was he going to kick me out of the band? Oh my heart is struggling to beat because l'm holding my 
breath. | let out a huff and run my fingers through my hair. "J-james, l-l." 


"Hey we found the water and rag James!" Jason and Kirk scream together. Shit. | almost had the courage to 
tell him, my love,how | feel. "l'm going to go out and assure the crowd your safe James, l'm sure they are as 
worried as we are. Cone on Jason, two is better than one when facing an angry crowd" Kirk spat out quickly. 


"Wait up Kirk! I'll come too!" | quickly say to get relief from this awkward situation with James. 


"Um. Lars | need some ibuprofen from my bag, could you go and grab it for me?" James grabbed my wrist 


firm and stared at me intensely with those chilling eyes. 


"Yea sure thing." | run to the lockers, eager to escape for a moment. What do | tell him? | know he will ask 


again | just want to kiss him and hold him tight, but | know he isn't gay. I've seen him with women before. 


"Here you go Jamie." | say as | thrust the medicine in his hand. As | go to pull away, he grabs my wrist harder 
this time. "Sit." | turned, and sat, shaking like a leaf. 
"Answer my question" he says in a voice only James can use to dominate my feelings. "Um.well Yea | meant it" 


| say coyly. "Do you love me Lars? Is that what you meant?" He asks. "Of course | do James, we all love you." 


He wasn't quite satisfied with that answer. His face twisted in confusion then he looked up at me. "Lars, | love, 
love you. What you said earlier meant the world to me. I've wanted to tell you for a while but | didn't know 
how you felt. | didn't want to lose you but hearing you say those things, | hAve no doubt you love me that 


way too." 


My mouth fell open and | tried to speak, but before | could, he grabs my face and kisses me! Oh god | have 
waited for this moment for years! | put my hands in his golden hair and pull closer as he kisses me. | break 


off the kiss for air and | look in his eyes, "yes Jamie | do love you. And | want to make love to you." 


| can't believe my own words. He stands, and we walk hand in hand to the dressing room. My palms sweat as | 
open the door. We walk in and before | can get the door closed he is against me pinning my hands to the wall 
My dick springs to life and | need to feel him now. 


It's finally happening, my lover is going to make love to me. | can't wait to finally be his forever. "Jamie, | love 


you so much." "I love you Lars, more than you know." 


Loverman 
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James is kissing me hard and has my hands pinned against tthe door. One of his hands trail down my stomach 
to my dick. His hand caresses it so gently on the outside of my boxers. He stops touching and pulls me by the 
hand to the sofa on the far corner of the room. 


"Get on your knees and put your hands against the back of the sofa" He demands me in that harsh tone that 
makes my dick ache for his touch. Its throbbing and there is a hint of pre cum wetting my boxers. | assume 
the position he demanded from me. 


"Stick that ass out for me Lars. | can't wait to cum inside of you. I've jerked off to that thought many times." 
He says in a low seductive tone in my ear. "You don't have any idea how many times I've jerked off to the 


thought of you Jamie." | say nearly out of breath. 


By now my boxers are down and I'm waiting impatiently. The next thing | feel is a hot wet tongue on my hole. 
Its licking and teasing. | grab my dick and stroke it fast. The licking stops and | feel a hard slap on my ass. "Did 
i tell you to touch yourself?" James says sternly. 


| managed to whimper out "No sir" because l'm so close to cumming. 


He slowly slides his dick in my ass. It stung at first and | let out a hiss. He grabbed my hair and whispered in 
my ear “did | tell you to make any noise?" And before | could say no, he rammed his dick in my ass full force. 
God that felt so good. If he keeps that up I'll cum! Then he thrusted harder and pulled his dick out slow and 
sexy. I'm biting my lip so | don't moan, Several thrusts later | let out a loud cry and cum all over the sofa and 


down my legs. He picks up his pace and let's out a growl and | feel his hot cum rush inside me. 


We both are shaking and panting hard. "That was better than | expected Lars" He says in a soft innocent voice 
and then he kissed me slow and sweet. "I lobe you Jamie. | truely love you." | couldn't help but tell him. My 


heart was swelling with emotion. 


Then | hear something fall on the ground. It sounded like my drum sticks. | turn to the noise and | see a small 
framed figure with dark curly hair. Hot tears streaming down his face. "Ki.kirk this isn't what it looks like." | 
spit out in a hurry. | go to get up and forget my boxers are around my ankles. | jump into them as fast as | 


can and run to Kirk 


"Kirk why are you crying? What happened?" | say in a whispered tone so James couldn't hear. Kirk stares at 
the floor and says, " the croud wanted..and encore..and | was coming to bring you your dru.dr.drumsticks but | 


see your um..busy." And he chokes on more sobs. 


Why is Kirk crying? Why didn't we hear the door even open? Kirk is now running back to the stage. | pick up 
my drumsticks. | turn to Jamie and he is relaxed and his face seems content but I'm now a ball of nerves. | 
help James up and we get back to the stage. We play our encore but | can tell Kirks guitar isn't right. He is 
playing sloppy and his eye liner is running down his cheeks. | will ask him after this show what the hell his 
problem is . | mean its not like he hasn't ever seen someone have sex before and we didn't betray him.oh shit 


wait. Does Kirk love one of usl? Is that the reason for the tears!? Fucking hell what have | gotten myself into? 


Am | Evil? 
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As the show ended | could still see obvious tears rolling down Kirks cheeks. | am furious because he ran from 
me instead of talking to me. | mean, hell we are best friends after all. | set my drum sticks down and he a to 
the backstage kitchen for a cold soda and my chesseless pizza. Its my after-concert ritual. About I5 minutes 
later Jason walks in and grabs a beer from the fridge. "What the hell is up with Hammett? He played shitty 

for the encore and he looked like he lost his damn dog or something." He said as he pulled up a chair. | look at 
him and shrug. | get up and leave the rest of the pizza for Jason, who is lactose intolerant anyhow, and head 


for the restroom to wash up my face. 


Walking down the hall, | hear someone running, so | pick up my walking pace as | come around the corner. | only 
saw black curly locks before the restroom door closed but | knew it was Kirk. | walk to the door and kick the 
damn thing open. | see him under the stall sitting on the floor and sobbing hard. | walk over and knock on the 
door. "Go away!" he growled at me. Trying to be civil, | calmly say "Come on Kirk, your gonna get sick if you 
keep crying like that. Come out and talk to me." A minute passes by with no response. "Kirk?" | repeat a bit 
frustrated. "Get the fuck out of here Lars! If you want to know why l'm so upset then why don't you ask 
your new fucking boyfriend! Just leave me the fuck alone!" He screams at me and it echoed off of the walls. 
"Well you know what Kirk? You'd acting like a little pussy! Here | am trying to help and you act like this. Fuck 
you dude!" | spat out and kicked the locked stall door. | guess | need to find James now. 


On my way back to the lounge area behind the stage, | stop by the kitchen again and grab the bottle of 
Smirnoff Vodka and chug half of it down l'm so pissed that | need a damn stiff drink. | make my way to the 
red couch and Jason is helping James place the guitars back in their cases. | flop down on the couch and let 
out a long sigh. Names snags my bottle out of my hand and chugs a few swallows. "What's the sigh for Lars?" 
James asks. | say, "Kirk is all broken up over something that | have to ask you about" | say. Jason gets up and 


walks away. 


"What exactly did he say?" James asked with a hint of nervousness in his tone. | take a big swallow of vodka 
and reply "I asked him what was his problem and he screamed at me saying something about having to ask 
you about it. He said for me to quote on quote ask my new boyfriend why." James seems confused and scared 
all in one facial expression. He tells me he has no idea however but something is up and someone needs to spill 


it soon. 


Back in the tour bus l'm climbing up on my bunk when | see a little stuffed toy monkey holding a Danish flag. | 
figured it was a gift from James or a joke from Jason | pick it up and a note falls from its arms. | open it and 
read "the truth will set you free, but the truth will also rip your heart out". What the fuck does that mean? 


Who sends this as a damn gift? | examine the note again, looking for a clue of some sort. That's when | see it, 


a dark curly strand of hair attached to the monkey by accident | assume. Kirk left this for me. I'm done with 
this cat and mouse game. I'm drunk, which makes me angry, and this note is fuel to the fire. | storm out of 


the bus on a mission to get answers. 


St . Anger Around Your Neck 
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Half way back to the building where the guys are, | run into Jason, who is on his way to the bus. "Dude thank 
goodness | found you. James and Kirk are trying to kill each other! | need your help restraining them" He 
yells.shit man, what the hell is so damn bad that would make two good friends fight? On the way to them, 
Jason tells me how he walked in the restroom to piss and saw James holding Kirk by the throat against the 
wall, while Kirk was choking the hell out of James. Great: 


We race to the restroom and burst into the door. James has Kirk pinned on the floor with both hands around 
Kirks neck. Kirk reaches for a empty beer bottle and | launch at him to stop James from having a bleeding 
skull. Instead of Kirk hitting James head, the bottle crashes into my elbow as | fall on top of them. Green glass 
flying everywhere, | cover my face before | hit the floor. The floor does not feel well and my cheek gets 
impaled with a few shards of glass. James stands up and launches at Kirk. Before James can reach him, Jason 
steps in the way and collides with James knocking him down. James is pissed that the new kid would intervene 
so he grabs Jason's leg and pulls with all his might. Jason tumbled down on top of me. My hand gets glass in it 
as | use it to catch myself again. I've had enough of this shit. 


| stand up, grab Kirk and drag him to the other side of the bathroom as Jason holds James back James is 
pulling at Jason's hair to hurt him but with no luck. Kirk is trying to reach for the fire extinguisher to use as 
a battery ram on James head. I'm bleeding all over Kirk and my hands slip. Kirk is running in an instant for the 


extinguisher and | trip him. He lands on his hands and knees. | grab his hair, push his head on the grown and 


yell "Stop! Just fucking stop!". That gets all of their attentions. 


| help kirk up, stand in the middle if the room and turn to James first. "Do you mind telling me what the hell 
that was about? And what is the fucking secret goddamn it?!" James face falls to the floor and he just 
mumbles "I don't know what hes talking about." Before | could turn, | hear Kirk scream at the top of his lungs, 
"yes you do mother fucker! You fucking know what happened! You know what you promised me! You may as 


well tell him James!" 


| stare at James hard, "James, what is he talking about? Do NOT lie to me." Jason is utterly confused and 
blurts out "what the shit is going on? Did | miss something?" Kirk chimes in again with more screaming "Before 


the encore | went to get Lars and | walked in on them two fucking like animals!" 


"Yea so? If they know, then why is that a secret?" He asks. "Shut up Jason!" James hissed at Jason. "Why 
should he shut up James? What are you so scared of?" Kirk taunts James. I'm getting fed up with the 
bickering. I'm bleeding, Kirks face is bruised and bloody and james has a broken nose for sure and a possible 
sprained wrist. We need medical attention soon so there is no time for this shit. 


"Listen you fuck heads, | am bleeding, | have glass in my face and my heart feels like its been ripped out. If one 
of you fuckers don't tell me what this secret is, then I'm going call the police to arrest you both for simple 
battery!" | spit out at them with venom hanging on every word. James stands and glares at Kirk. Kirk looks at 
me and says "The secret is, about a year ago, James and | were at the mansion alone. We opened the tequila 
and challenged each other to shots. We then played truth or dare. It was his turn so he said ‘| dare you to tell 
me who you love the most and |.blurted out your name.James then asked me if | was gay..and | said l'm 
bisexual." Kirk takes a minute to breathe and my jaw hit the floor. Kirk loved ME all this time? | feel like a 
freight train hit me in the chest. Jason is just crossing his arms and walks out. | guess he is done with this 
mess. Kirk speaks again "then James left the room without a word. | was horny so | started jerking off on the 
sofa and he came back in a while later. He saw my dick out and just started sucking. | came..in his mouth..then 
returned the favor..then he asked me to NEVER tell anyone we fucked and in turn he wouldn't ever tell you 


how much | truely love you.” 


Tears well up in Kirks eyes and James is holding his arms above his head to keep from punching the next thing 
he sees. | slump to the floor on my knees, and kirk continues "tonight was going to be the night | planned to tell 
you. | had been flirting with you and kissing you on camera to see how you would react and you flirted back so 
| finally felt brave enough to ask you..to go..on a d-d-date..then walking in on you and.HIM.| felt betrayed. He 

knew | loved youl He new | breathe only for you Lars! He stole you from me! So now his secret is out! He is a 
gay little slut! Many nights he came to me and begged me to fuck him! He said | could call him Lars during sex! 
That is who you love Lars! As you said, he is the only thing left in your life worth fighting for! Now you both 


can have each other!" 


Kirk runs out of the room, and | look at James. | love him but that is just cold. No wonder he wasn't alarmed 
when Kirk walked in. What an asshole. "Lars, don't go.please don't leave me here. Let me take care of your 
wounds..l'm so sorry baby." He pleased with me. | get off of the floor, look at James. I'm hurt bad,physically 
and mentally. I'm equally mad at both of them but | need to find Kirk before he hurts himself or worse.. | look 
at James, "You should be ashamed of yourself. Both of you are sorry excuses for friends." | say. James looks 
down and | see tears fall to the floor. All he says to me is "Jeg elsker dig." He told me he loved me in Danish. 


| can't stop the tears in my eyes. | look at James, pick his chin up in my hand. | kiss him softly, then | run as 
fast as | can, away from James before he finds a way to swoon me instead of appoligizing to me. | run down 
the hall, out side around the building, and to the tour bus. No Kirk. Then | went to retrace my steps and | 
realize | forgot to check the stage. | run hard, yet my feet ache and my lungs burn 


| reach the stage and sure enough there he is, sitting at the edge of the stage. "Kirk!" | yell. "Kirk are you 
alright? Let's get you to the hospital!" He ignores me and fiddles with something in his lap. | slowly approach. | 
see him with tears, a mouth covered in blood from the fight, and then | looked down. Oh fuck. He has a broken 
piece of glass from the beer bottle. He is holding it at his wrist, but hasn't cut yet. 


"Kirk, we can work this out man. Put the glass down" | try and bargain with him. "Kirk come on, lets go and 
get cleaned up and we can hit that bar you love. Just you and! on a date like you wanted to ask of me." Bad 
move there with the date idea.. 


"If | took you as my boyfriend now, I'd only be taking James left overs. | need you and | love you. Yet, | cannot 
have you if part of you will always want James | some way or another. You were my reason for living literally. 
| found a purpose and now its gone, which means | need to go now. | need to go back to where | started." And 
before | can blink, slice,slice,slice. Damn it Kirk! He let out a deadly scream and falls over. Now what do | dol? 


Fade To Black in a Sanitarium 
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Well shit. | wish that damn paramedic was still here from earlier. Kirk slit his wrist with that glass. What do | 
do? Why can't my feet move? Kirk will bleed out soon Move feet, fucking move! One step, then another, and 


I'm finally moving. | need an ambulance like yesterday. | found the phone in the kitchen and quickly dial “Il 


Wrapping the cord in my fingers nervously, | finally get someone on the phone. "Hello this is Il, what is your 
emergency?" She sounds bored with life. "My friends were in a fight! One was injured and the other just 
injured himself after getting injured in the fight!" | order out to her. "OK sir, what do you mean he injured 
himself? Where is your location? Are there any weapons?" She would have kept on going but | cut her off, "he 
slit his wrists you dumb ass! I'm at the concert hall and get here fast! He is bleeding to death!" And | hang up. 
| run out of the kitchen and towards the stage. Before | get there, | accidentally smash into James. | fall back 
hard and land on my side against our little coffee table. 


Red hot electric pain radiated through my shoulder. It landed on the edge of the table. | scream and writh in 
pain. Jason comes from god knows where. He stoops to my level and asks if | need anything. | manage to get 
out that the ambulance is coming and Kirk is dying. Jason runs immediately towards the stage to help Kirk. 
James is just standing there. | glare at him. | climb up with my good arm and grab the acoustic guitar next to 
me. | look at james and say, "oh well, the ambulance is already coming and you had this coming." | smash the 


stupid guitar across his head. It knocks him out and a few splinters of wood fly away. He deserves it. 


Not IO minutes later the paramedics are giving Kirk pints of type A- blood and James is on a stretcher with a 
neck brace. He is still knocked out. They pick the glass out of my body on the way to the ER. We arrive and a 
bustle of nurses run to our aid We all end up in different rooms which gives me time to think for a little 


while. 


Laying there, the smell of germicide filling my nose, | stare at the ceiling. The nurses have picked out all the 
glass in my hand and bandaged me up. They say James is alert and conscious but I'm not going see him right 
now. He has a concussion from me hitting him with the guitar. As much as | love him, l'm so angry with him. 


He violated Kirks trust. 
Kirk however, is no longer in critical condition but has severe cuts, bruised ribs from James, and his nose is 
broken. We aren't allowed to see him until the psychiatrist clears him. Until then we wait. Im currently waiting 


on x-rays on my shoulder. They think | may have a torn bicep. 


A torn bicep is easy to heal, thankfully that's all | have. Just have to wear this stupid sling for 4 week . No 


drums for for weeks. Great. How else will | take my anger over this bull shit out? | get up to go find a coffee 
pit somewhere. | need a boost. I've been up for almost 24 hours. My body is done for today | think. But coffee 
may be the little push | need to stay awake until | hear from Kirks doctor. 


As | walk the halls, my black boots make a clicking sound. It echoes as | walk. Then | hear a different set of 
boots clicking from the hall on the other side. | come finally to the coffee pot station and | am met by James. | 
go to Turn and he puts a hand on my shoulder to stop me. | do not face him, | just stand. 


"Lars, | didn't mean to hurt Kirk. | knew he loved you, but | didn't know he would react like this. But | love you 
too. | need you just as bad babe. l'm so sorry it ended up this way. l'm begging you, please take me back" He 
sounds sincere but | have too much on my mind to think about right now. He waits for my response but | walk 
away now. "Lars please! Fuck man, you are my fucking life! How can you walk away?! We can get through this!" 
| stop, still not facing him because the tears as streaming down my face. My voice cracks, and | speak through 
sobs, "James, if | am your true love, then why did you sleep with Kirk? And why didnt you tell him you loved 
me too? Because now your little stunt caused massive chaos." | walk away sobs wracking my body. It hurt 


when | tried to breathe. 


| get to the wing where Kirk is. | peak in every door until | find him. Door 1315. | see him fiddling with his wrist 


bandage and looking morbid. No one is here to stop me so | walk right on in. "Hello Kirk, how are you feeling?" 


King Nothing 
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Kirk ignored me as | said hello the first time. Jeez these guys are unreal. | clear my throat and Kirk looks up. 


His face sinks in despair when he sees my red eyes, blotchy face and my hair in a bun, which never happens. 


"How are you feeling Kirk? Do you feel like all this was worth it? How dare you try and take your fucking life! 
You have family and your band that love you way too much to just take yourself away like that. | mean,come 
on Hammett, all because you can't live without me?" | blurt out at him. l'm furious again, yet what's new? Kirk 
says "| just can't take it if you stay with.Hetfield.." Here come more sobs. "You don't get it Lars! Maybe you 
need to sit back and figure out what love is before you call me pathetic for this! When love is this strong, you 
can't help but want to die without your true love!" He barked back at me. | go to say something smart assy 


but he is right. | thought | loved James like that.but | really need to think this through. 


| say a mere "bye" to Kirk and walk down the hall a few feet and i slump against the wall. Face in hands, | cry, 
and | cry hard. People walk past and yet | don't care. How do you possibly choose between two people who love 
you? James SAYS he needs me but he did fuck kirk for almost a year with no feelings attached. Kirk damn 
near killed himself over me and has never even slept with me. | know the choice is clear but love is like fog on 
a clear morning, you can't see past it. | standbecause | have one idea that could help me. | walk out the door, 


with only the clicking of my black boots keeping me company. 


The phone in the mansion is in the study room. James and Jason are here but upstairs. | dial the number in 
the phone book. It rings for what seems like ages, then the line is picked up. The pause from the other person 
is long before they speak. 


"| didn't expect a call from you any time soon.Something must be wrong." They say in an almost harsh tone. 
l'm afraid, but | say, "Yes, something is wrong.it's about James, Kirk and I." | shut my eyes and wait for a 
response. "Well Lars, | souldnt care. | should let you drown in your own issues, but no matter how much | am 


angry, | do still care for you. Tell me,what can | do for you darling?" 


| tell him what has gone down,,he always did know me the best. | guess thats why | called Dave. Yet it always 
came with a price to pay and | wasn't ready for it.. He speaks," well Lars, you have yourself a big fucking 
mess now don't you? If you want my help though, you know what | require in exchange and you know what to 
do." He hangs up and all | hear is the dial tone for what felt like an hour. Shit mon.. 


| get my keys and head to my black mustang. | throw the thing in gear and speed away from the mansion. | 
know the way to Dave's by heart.| mean we did date secretly when he was part of the band. Gravel crunches 


as | pull up to his fancy brick house. | knock on the door, then wait, then knock again. No one answers so | turn 


to leave, and | hear "Lars, you came." 


Turning slowly, | see the red haired demon who stole my heart years ago standing in nothing but a towel. "Hey 
dave." | say scratching my head. "Sorry | didn't answer at first, | was in the shower. Won't you come in?" His 
words slither from his mouth. | reluctantly follow him, not that | even want to cross this threshold. 


"Whiskey?" He said as he poured two glasses of it. | need liquid courage right now. Tossing it back it burned but 
settled well. lve had enough of his delaying. | stand up, look him in the eyes and say, "Listen Dave, let's get this 
over with. | have to get back soon.Jas on is keeping Kirk and James away from each other and..." | can't keep 


speaking because Dave's mouth is covering mine. The things | do for information and love.. 


Dave's tongue finds mine and his hands are stripping my leather jacket off of my shoulders. Next his hands 
find my buttons on my shirt, one by one ever so slowly he undoes them. The whiskey and his touch set fire 
inside me, my dick grows erect, aching for touch. | undo my pants and step out of my boxers. He grabs my 


hand and leads me to his massive fire place. There Dave has laid out a little pallet, rose petals and candles. 


Now I'm panicing..this is wrong. | shouldn't be fucking, | should be trying to fix other people's broken hearts. 
Yet, Dave knew James a long time before | came in the picture, so he knows how to resolve this mess l'm in. 
Dave pulls me closer,then lays me down. He removed his towel and exposes his massive hard dick He gets down 


and straddles me, leans over and kisses me while stroking my dick. 


The stroking is bringing me to my breaking point, he knows me well so he stops. He licks his fingers and rubs 
my hole to wet it. He enters me quick and hard causing me to let out a whimper. Bad move, he likes his prey 
helpless and begging. He rams my ass hard and fast. A growl escapes his lips while I'm crying out in pain mixed 
with pleasure. His hand finds my dick as he's pumping my ass. | buck my hips to move my dick in his hand. | 
can't hold back anymore. | scream as | cum on my stomach, his hand and some made it to my face. My legs 
are shaking as he picks up the pace. He is rubbing his body against mine, smearing my cum on both of us and 
he licks the cum off of my face. He starts getting shaky and bites down on my ear. He starts growling in my 
ear and cums deep inside of me. Laying on top of me now resting, he says "Now it's time to help you with 


your problem." 


We stand and clean up. | feel regret, yet | enjoyed it. | meet him in the den and sit carefully on the chair 


because my ass is sore. "So, here is what you need to do to fix your situation" 


Cyanide in a Whiskey Jar 


Author's Notes: 
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| can't believe the choice | have to make. My knees feel weak with sorrow. Yet, Dave is right, like always. | walk 
over to the wet bar where Dave left the whiskey bottle open and | take a healthy couple of swallows to numb 
the pain | am about to feel. 


Setting the bottle down, | turn and start walking to the door at a almost running pace. | don't want to nor 
bother to say goodbye to Dave. He had his fun and I've got what | wanted. Once the door closes behind me, l'm 


runninghard and tears stream down my face. How could | decide? 


Dave's advice was to either leave the band and leave both of them alone or love them both equally. The 
second suggestion sounded better than leaving the band, but how will | keep two men happy all the time? Won't 
they be jealous of each other, and when would | have time to spend with myself? This has to be the hardest 


thing I've ever done in my life. | love them both, but is there enough of me to go around? 


Driving back to the mansion now, | am sobbing. | already know what | plan on doing, but it will end up being the 
death of me in the end. Yet, sometimes life is funny and gives you a better ending that you expected, but | am 
not hopeful. | only hope it is easier on both of them than it will be for me. 


Its dusk now as | arrive at the mansion. Various lights are lit up in the house and | notice Kirks blue Bronco is 
parked in the drive way, signifying that he has been released from the hospital. | climb out of the mustang and 
shut the door way too hard. Standing for a minute, anger and depression mix inside me and | reach back with 
my fist. | strike the glass window of my car. The anger is towards me, the situation and having to barter with 
Dave. | hope Dave keeps his mouth shut or I'll have to shut it for him. The glass shatters and slivers spray 
everywhere in my car, my hair, and my knucles are riddled with shards of glass. God that felt good. | move 
over thd next window, but my adrenaline is wearing out as | strike this window. All| feel is fine glass shards 
stabbing my knuckles and blood is pouring as if on a tap out of my hand. | scream a horrifying throaty 


scream. 


The mansion door flings open and Jason is running towards me. | feel light headed and slump to the concrete 
drive way. Jason is yelling for Kirk and James to help me. In order to not have another ambulance ride, | fight 
to stay conscious to argue my point. Three muscular men Carey me | side and run my hand under water. Kirk 
is picking glass out of my knuckles with a pair of tweezers. Then | hear James gasp. | manage to look at my 
hand and | have a gash on my wrist. No wonder l'm dizzy. Kirk and James stare at me so worried. Reaching up 


my good hand, | caress James cheek, then Kirks. Before passing out | loon at both of them. 


‘Ive come to a hard decision," | say almost whispering. "| want you both to be mine. | love you both equally and 


i cannot just leave this band. | need you both." Then | fade to black. 


Fivoxxer 
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l'm not awake, this much | know, but my mind is in a black abyss and my body feels light. So this is what its 
like to faint huh? My heart feels so heavy. know | told them | wanted both of them, but | don't have a clue 
how I'll pull it off. Its quiet in the dark here but | hear something far off in the distance. | float in that 
direction and find a man, dressed in a yellow robe. He was sitting cross legged, long wavy black hair and his skin 


was bluelll 


"Hello there child, what brings you here into my dwelling?" He asked me with a very noble tone. | felt so calm 


near him. He seemed to radiate peace and love. 


"Ugh, well I'm not sure how | ended up here or where | am and who are you anyhow?" | ask him. He chuckled 
and lifted his flute. "My dear child, you are where you because you have a question that needs to be 


answered." 


His statement stuns me. | don't have any fucking questions. | have issues that need resolution, but no damn 
questions. "Listen sir, | don't know you and | don't have any questions." | say and | go to turn, but he plays the 
first note on his flute. He plays this note and all | could do was feel sorrow and cry. Why does this note feel 
this way?! | look at him but my vision is blurred due to my tears. "What are you doing?" | manage to say 
through sobs. 


"My son, my name is Krishna. | am the Hindu god of life and mischief. You are here because you have a 
question. My flute here is quite a piece of work. What ever note | choose, it will make you feel a certain 
emotion. When | do this, think about what event in your life has made you feel that emotion. Let it out and you 


will find your answer to your question" 


Ok I'm getting aggravated. | do not have a fucking question and | need to just wake up already! Before | can open 
my mouth to yell, he hit a new note. This one made me so angry. Fury seemed to replace all the blood in my 


veins and it courses through my body and into my heart. | decide to take his advice and think about why l'm 
angry. 


Dave makes me angry because he loves me, and constantly reminds me. James makes me angry because he is 
so self centered sometimes. Kirk makes me angry because he is too fucking shy to just tell me what he feels! 
Also this Krishna guy is playing this damn note making me angry. "STOP! JUST STOP THIS DAMN NOTE 
ALREADY!" | hear myself screaming at him. He stops. 


| look at him with anger. He picks a new note and fills my space with a new feeling. Fear. I'm afraid of him now 
because he can make me feel these feelings | work so hard to hide. | fear myself because | cannot control my 
actions, but rather | act only with anger and never do | think before | act. My heart beat quickens and | begin 
to back away from him,and he plays the note louder. | am now screaming, yet | cannot hear anything but that 
note. 0 fear waking up and being back in my situation. | fear Dave will tell everyone we slept together. | keep 


screaming until he stops. 


Trying to catch my breath, he picks a new note to play. Happiness. It overrides my body with joy. | feel like life 
is worth living. Our band is so successful and its paying my bills and my families bills as well. The look of 
happiness on their faces flash through my mind. It makes me smile and tears of joy stream down my face. | 


want to hug Krishna. When | go to hug him, he quickly changes notes. 


Pure sadness. Images of the wreck, of Cliff under the bus flood my mind. Images of the funeral, his family 
crying, the band crying cave in. | break down crying. | fall to my knees wailing and screaming but not anger, 


only pure agony. Why did Cliff have to be the one? Fuck why did it have to happen at alll? Krishna stops. 


Next, is nothing but love. This note makes my heart swell up in joy. | love myself for once. | love James for 
being who he is,raw, hard sometimes, but he does care. | love the way Kirk hides his feelings to spare others 
of heart ache. They both mean the world to me. | love Dave for never holding back on how he loves me so 


much. | love my family for sticking by me through the struggling years. Then Krishna stops and smiles. 


"You see my son, your life is worth every memory and emotion you feel, no matter how bad it may seem. You 
know who loves you, what makes you tick, and a sadness you all share together. Now that your question has 


been answered, I'd like to play you a new song as you part from this world and into your own body again" 


| don't want to go back and before | can beg him to stay, he begins to play a song. Its so beautiful that | cry 
again. | listen for a good while and before its over, blue stars start swirling around me and l'm swept away. 


The song stays in my head however as | leave. 


| open my eyes and | am in my own room, covered in my blankets. | get up from the bed and felt the pain in 
my bandaged hand when | did. | forgot about that shit. But | still hear Krishna's song in my head. l'm not Hindu 
but I'm interested in learning more about him. | pad over to my bathroom and pee. | am in my boxers and | 


wonder silently who undressed me. Oh well, its already done so no use worrying over it. 


| walk back into the bed room to get dressed. | make my way to my closet when a certain red head scares the 
fuck out of me. "Hello Lars. Glad too see your ok" He says this so coyly while he sits on my lounge chair by 
the window. "What the fuck Davel? Why are you here anyways!?" | scream. 


"Keep your voice down. No need to yell, after all, | did clean you up and lay you down. Seems James and Kirk 
were a bit frightened from something you said." He smiles that stupid devil smile that sends chills down your 
spine yet awakens your need for him. Blushing now, | get angry and ask him why he was here in the first place. 
No one invited him... 


"| came over to see how your decision went. From the looks of it though, James and Kirk cannot seem to agree 
with your decision. Kirk looks so hurt and James, well you can imagine how he feels right now. He is grinding his 
teeth so hard, I'm afraid they will turn to dust. Of course they asked me how | even knew about all of this and 


well | just couldn't lie darling." 


Here comes the anger again. | run over to him and grab his collar with my good hand. "Did you fucking tell 
them EVERYTHING!? DID YOU, YOU FUCKING BITCHI?" He just looked away and smiled. What the fuck is he 
looking at? | turn and look. Long blonde hair, black jeans, Faith No More shirt and boots to match. James stands 


in the door way, arms crossed and glaring at me. 


"No Lars, he didn't, so why don't you fill me in now?" James says with anger. My hand falls from Dave's shirt. 
My heart shatters on the ground. What have | done? Sorrow fills me, the same as Krishna made me feel. | 


guess there is no covering this up. James wouldn't let it go ever. 


"Well, | called Dave for advice, and in exchange, | had to pay a price." | say weakly, with my knees and hands 
shaking uncontrollably. His face remains calm as he walks over. He pushed me aside gently and stared down at 
Dave. The stare lasted about a minute, then James pulled back his fist and struck Dave in the jaw. | screamed, 
Dave let out a grunt of pain and James says,"Dave, get the fuck out of my house.” 


Dave got up, holding his jaw, and walked out but | knew he was smiling. James turned to me, still glaring. He 
grabs a fist full of my hair and leads me towards my bed. He throws me face down into my bed. "James what 


the fuckl?" | yell out. "Shut up you fucker!" He screams in my ear. I'm scared, really scared. 


"Kirk get your ass in here!" James yells, still holding my head down. | hear Kirk climb the steps and enter. 
"James, dude what are you doing!? Lars is hurt!" Kirk blurts out. "Not as hurt as your about to be." James 
tells him, then explains what | did with Dave. | hear Kirk panic and turn to leave. James demands him to stop. 


"Come here Kirk. Get angry for once in your life! Get pissed the fuck off! Let's teach this little bitch who he 
just fucked over!" James barks. "No! That's not nice James!" | hear Kirk plead with James. He then slaps Kirks 
face and says, "That's your problem! You let people use you like a door mat. Your such a push over!" Kirk says 
nothing. After a minute, | hear Kirk sniffle, walk around James, asks politely for James to step aside. James 
moves over releasing my hair thankfully. | hear a belt coming undone. | go to get up but a powerful hand 


shoves me back down. 


"You stay you litle bitch." James tells me. | feel so much dispare now. My lovers are about to rape me.. Next 
my arms are being pulled back behind me by James. Kirks belt stopped making noise, then | feel it. Hot stinging 
pain as the belt lashes over my ass. Over and over, hard quick lashes lick my backside. I'm sobbing with pain, 

begging for them to stop. Somewhere in that time, Jason walked in. With out a word from anyone, Jason takes 
the belt from Kirk and lashes harder, much harder. | scream out. | hear James chuckle in delight. Jason stops, 


pulls of his belt, and wraps it around my fore arms so | cannot move. 


James takes the belt now, pulling down my boxers to expose my already aching flesh and beats me hard. Each 


Ish feels like agony, but its making me hard. | can feel my dick growing against the bed and my stomach. James 
must have noticed me slightly moaning in my cries of pain He stopped and told Kirk to approach me. | hear 
whispers, but | cannot make out what he said. No time to worry about that now. Without a warning, or any 
kind of lube what so ever, Kirk shoves his whole length in my ass. | clench my fists and scream. Bad move, 


Jason quickly muffled my scream with his dick being forced in my throat. 


While Kirk was brutally assaulting my ass, and Jason in my mouth making my jaw ache, | hear Kirk whimper a 
little. + takes me a minute to figure out that James is fucking Kirk while Kirk fucks me. I'm crying even though 
Jason is muffling me. Kirks pace picks up when James starts pounding him harder. Hearing Kirk moan is making 
me so horny. My body is rocking on my dick, making me close to coming as well. Jason let's out a cry and his 
cum floods my mouth. | manage to swallow most of it but some escapes and runs down my mouth. He gets up 


and smiles at me and walks around to the other too. 


James and Kirk stop their pounding as they switch up. Jason enters me, and he is much thicker than Kirk. Kirk 
comes around and yanks my head up by my hair and shoves himself inside my mouth. Kirk isn't as nice as 
Jason with my mouth. Still holding my hair, he fucks my mouth fast and hard, while Jason fucks my ass with 
the same speed and James fucks Jason nice and slow. | can tell due to his slow moaning. Kirk throws his head 
back moaning and gripping my hair harder. I'm near coming when Kirk pulls out and cums all over my face and 


hair. Its dripping down my forehead, into my eyes and some in my nose. 


This brings me very close to my breaking point and I'm moaning more than crying. | hear James say, "Sounds 
like our little bitch is enjoying this too much Jason. Move over." Jason pulls out and climbs on the bed next to 
me. He and James put me on my back as James just grins at me. He looks down at my dick, seeing it throb. He 
climbs above me and shoves his dry dick inside me. He was so big and long that it stung. | cried out in pain as 
he began pumping slow and deep. Just when | thought it couldn't get worse, he says, "Don't you dare come 
until | say so, you got it bitch? If you do, that belt will be the least of your worries!" He says through grit 
teeth. 


The unthinkable happens when he grabs my dick and pumps up and down slowly, yet he didn't say | could cum. 
l'm whimpering from pain and pleasure. He is bringing ms so close to cumming. | can feel precum pouring out of 
the top. | roll my head over and | see Kirk on his knees being fucked by Jason while he strokes his dick. This is 
just more torture watching them. | can't take it anymore.James relentless stroking and fucking me so 


slow..Kirk and Jason fucking... | yell out as loud as | can as | cum all over myself and a little on James chest. 


Enraged that | came, James picks up his pace, hurting me a little more with each one, "Now your in trouble. 

Just wait until | cum!" He says to me and fucks me ruthlessly. I'm crying and my ass is aching so bad. Finally 
he let's out a growl, throws his head back and cums in my ass, filling me up. | feel his cum running down my 
back a little. He walks out of the room for a moment and while he does, | hear Kirk scream out in pleasure as 
he cums all over his hand and my bed spread. Jason pulls out of Kirk and moves toward my face, then let's a 


load all over my face and hair. He looks up and laughs, then | hear James come back in 


| have two things for you Lars, my darling, | hope you like them.’ Then | see it, the leather string whip in his 
hand and something plastic in the other. He pulls the whip back and lashes my cock and balls. | scream and he 


does it again and again. l'm sobbing like a child, that's when he stops, then flips me over on my stomach. He 
tells Kirk and Jason to pull my ass cheeks apart and there he takes the whip and beats it against my very 
sore ass hole. | scream bloody murder. | try to get up, but that made it worse. He hit even harder and my 
throat is getting raw from the screams of agony. He stops, puts me on my back again. He starts pumping my 
dick again. He does this for a few minutes and | start to precum. He picks up the pace and right when | start 
to cum, he pulls his hands away, ruining my orgasm. Cum runs down my dick, but it doesn't feel good. | just 


ache for touch. 


After I'm done cumming, he holds up the plastic thing. ts a chastity belt for my dick. | begin franticly pleading 
with James asking him to not lock me in it. He just smiles at me sarcasticly, then slides it over my limp dick, 
then puts my balls in the bottom part to keep it from sliding off. Then he dangles the key in my face and 
laughs. | hear the lock klick and the key turned securing it. 


"Ok boys, he's all yours now. lm through with him for today." James says and strides out of the room with 
my freedom in his hand. Kirk gets off the bed and comes around to fuck me in my ass again, Jason in my 
mouth again. This lasted hours, my dick straining against the chastity, my balls aching to release. | actually did 
cum earlier, but it didn't do anything for me. It just hurt. 


Three hours later, Jason removes he belt and they leave. | have dry cum in my hair, on my face and on my 
stomach from both of them. There is cum running down my legs from my ass. My arms ache from being 
restrained and | have blue balls from being teased but not having any orgasms since this thing was put on me. 
| get up slowly, and try making my way to the shower. Before | get there, | hear boots walk behind me. | turn 
and see James standing with his arms behind his back. "Not so fast Lars, get back in bed. Lay down on your 
back. If you don't comply, well, you know what will happen" He says calmly. | reluctantly obey. Once I'm in 
position, he pulls out rope from behind his back He ties my arms and kegs to the bed posts. 


"Now now darling, you have to stay here. Your our pet now and we can't have you running away." he says and 
strokes my balls as he does. | feel my dick struggling against the plastic. "And I'll be damned if you wask away 


all of our hard work from your body. You will wear it until we feel like bathing you." 


He gets up and leaves. It is only after thirty minutes of laying there that | realize what Krishna meant. They 
are the master, | am their flute. | cannot control them, but together, they can control me. I'm their flute and 
they just played me for hours because | didn't treat them with respect.god what have | done.. 


